EVENING

" Yes, sir."

" Your imagination, Waterlow, is getting a great deal
too vivid. Don't you go about imagining policies and
submarines and suchlike mythical animals.'1

" Then I can take it that the capture of the King's
correspondence with Berlin would not be embarrassing ? "

" You can take it that I don't want to hear another
word on the subject"

" But you don't absolutely forbid me to have a try for
it ?"

" I most emphatically forbid you to have a try for the
King's correspondence. I have nothing t;o do with the
submarine part of it. If you took the German bag, it
would have to be a naval operation. But if you listen to
my advice you won't try to involve the Admiral in this
business any more than me. There may be a German
envoy here. He may be carrying interesting despatches.
He may be going to ride home in a submarine. The war
may end next month. None of these contingencies is
impossiblej but every one of them is mighty improbable.
And now let me go back to my desk. I have a long
letter to write to the Foreign Office. You know the
Messenger comes to-morrow morning ? And to-morrow
evening we have this dreadful cold swarry with trimmings.
Will you be able to spare a few moments from your sub-
marine to add an extra frill ? "

"Yes, sir, thanks very much. Pm dining with the
Radcliffes and coming on with them, unless, of course,
something urgent turns up,"

" Capital!   Well, good night, Waterlow."

" Good night, sir. I hope I didn't annoy you by
coming round ?"

79